Prospero raised his shoulders in deprecation. "In my place it
would need a saint to dp so muck* And I am not that. The very
chance of which I spoke is but the recoil of the murderous aims of the
Dorias against me. Poetic justice has overtaken them."            *
The Prince struck the table with his clenched hand. "The devil
take your factions and your feuds ! See where your quarrelling brings
us. A hundred ravaged Corsican homes; murder, rape and slavery
for their unhappy tenants; the Emperorts hopes deluded; Christ's
Cross trampled under the heel of Mahomet's followers. Poetic justice,
you say! These are the fruits of your feud. Fruits to be smugly
contemplated, are they not ?"
"I do not contemplate them smugly. But that is no matter.
What I did you know, and why I did it. The feud was not concerned.
In my own view I was justified, although I may not hope to be justified
in that of Your Highness." And he ended: "I am in your hands.*5
The Prince gloomed at him.   "It will need grave thought," he said,
and on that dismissed him.
But less than an hour later he was summoned again to the Viceroy's
presence in that same chamber, and found with him not only Don
Alvaro but also a stranger, squat and rough of shape, who proved to
be a French shipmaster, just landed in Naples. He came with a report
that two days ago he had sighted a hundred miles or so off the western
coast of Sardinia, a strong fleet of galleys, which he believed to be
Corsair, steering westwards.
The report had left the Viceroy aghast; for the instant thought
suggested was that this would be Dragut, and that he would be making
iff or the coast of Spain.
Don Alvaro was as profusely blasphemous as he was inconclusive.
The Prince lost himself in despondent surmises of what must be the
Emperor's feelings if in this moment in which he was accounting
Dragut destroyed, the Corsair should appear on his very threshold.
When at last they had exhausted their vehemence, Prospero quietly
offered a practical opinion. "Whatever may be Dragufs destination,
he must be engaged before he can regain the African coast.'*
The Viceroy, who, in a white heat of passion was pacing to and fro,
turned upon him irritably. "What means have we, with Doria at
Djerba or thereabouts ? A week to reach him. A week or more to
fetch him thence. Dragut is reckoning upon that. He would never
otherwise dare so much/* With flaming eyes he glared at Prospero.
"You begin to see what you have done."
"Rather," said Prospero, "was I concerned to consider what I
might do."
"What you might do ?"
"I, or another if I am no longer trusted.**
"But what is it possible to do with the force at our disposal T* The
Prince turned in exasperation to the shipmaster. "Of what strength
do you say was this Corsair fleet ?'*
"Between galleys and galliots we counted twenty-seven keels, noble
lord. And of these, twenty-two were royal galleys.**
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